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Sacred to the Memory of 


SIr Edmund-bury 


Godirey Knight ; 


Whoſe Body was lately found Barbarouſly Murthered, and fince 
Honourably Interr'd, the 31th of Ofober, 1678. 


NELEGTE! forbear : who ere profanes | 
This /aſting Name with cheap unhallowed ftrains, 
Commits a Myrther ſecond to their Guilt, 
; By whoſe yy nord Hands his Blood was ſpilt. 

S; valt a Merit, and fo (trange a Fate, 
Mult not be B/2zon'd at the common Rate ; 
With w2ercenary Rhyme, Seft-forms of Praiſe, 
Or ſtale Applauſes which bold Flatterers raiſe 
To pin upon ſome Herſe, whoſe waiting throng 
Mourn onely cauſe the party liv'd ſo long. 
Thoſe ca/tomary Sighs have here no part 5 
We Weep i earneſt, and untaught by Art. 
Slight Griefs may ſpeak aloud ; but thoſe that come 
From deep Reſentments of our Loſs, are dumb. 
As when fierce Thunder the Worlds Poles doth ſhake, 
Or Winds break Jail, and make the Earth to quake, 
Mortals amaz'd, can ſcarce expreſs their Fears 
But onely court Heav'ns aid with filent Prayers : 
So this dire FaZ (which equal Terrour brought) 
Stifles our Reaſon, and Benums our Thought. 
A Chilling Horronr thrills through every Veia 
Each honeſt man by Sympathy 1s (lain, © 
Oc feels with Hime, though not the Death, the pair. 
'Tis dangerous to be Good: well may we praiſe 
Vertue or Innocence; but who can raiſe 
A pow'r that (hall ſecure them, or withſtagd 
Th'A(laſlinations of a bloody Hand ? 

He whoſe clear Life might an Example be 
Of upright Juſtice, generous Charity 3 
That publique ſpirit that Jaid out his Store 
T' employ and cheriſh all induſtrious Poor ; 
And ner with any did a Feud profeſs , 
But bulie Treaſon, and lewd Idleneſs : 
Whoſe Attions were not fram'd meerly for ſight, 
Like artful Pieces plac'd in a fit light, 
That they may take at diſtance z but appear 
Moſt fazr, when you obſerve them moſt, and zear. 
This LoyaL PATRIOT, by untimely Fate, 


And baſeſt cruelties of unjuſt Hate, 

Falls as a /iZim for the Church and State. 
Could we have (cen with what compoſed Eyes 
He entertain'd th'aſtoniſhing ſarprize ; 

How he with Chriſtian grandeur did engage 
Their (harpeſt Malice, and their utmoſt Rage ; 
Thad fil'd our mindes with thoughts ex/arg'd and bigh, 
And taught unhappy Heroes how to die. 
Methinks tobſerve how Yertxe draws faint breath, 
Subject to Slanders, Plots and Violent Death ; 
How many dangers on beſt actions wait, 

Right check'd by Wrong, and ill men fortunate : 


Theſe mov'd Eftets from an x-moved Caule, 
Might ſhake an eaſfie Faith ; Heav'ns ſacred Laws 
Might caſual ſeem, and our irregular Senſe 

Spurn at juſt 0rder, and blame Providence : 

Did we not know, there's an adored Wil 

In all that happs to Men, or Good, or 1/, 
Suffer d, or ſent ; and what is Man to pry 

Into th'Abyſs of ſuch a Myſtery ? 

The Riſing S## to mortal ſight reveals 

This lower Globe ; bat the bright Stars conceals. 


So may our Senſe diſcover natural things z 
Bur. choſls Biutsy loar ob ove ITT 4%s Wings. 


Then not the Fate, but Fates bad Izflrament 
Let us accuſe, in each ſad accident. | 
Good men muſt die: Rapes, Inceſt, MuR THER $s come; 
But Foe and Curſes follow them by whom. 
God Authors all mens A#jons, not their Six ; 
For that proceeds from dew'liſþ Lyſt within, 
Nor let the barberows AFors hug their Crime, 
Becauſe they lurk concealed for a time : 
Heav'n ſees, and will expoſe what they have done, 
No donbt, ere long, to Juſtice and the Sun. 
Mean time, loaded with Blood, Horrour, and Fear, 
And that which crowns all Villany, Deſpair 
May they poſſeſs their PukGAaToRyY here, 
And as C4775 (in, ſo his Self-tortures bear. 
May they the wounding ſtripes of Conſcience feel, 
That laſhes Guilt with whips of flawing (teel, 
So long, till they ſhall count Deaths pains far leſs, 
And freely come the Murther to confeſs. 

But as when ſtinking Exhalations rife, 
And with black ftorms invade the purer ſkies; 
They cana't pxt oxt the Sun, though hide his Rays, 
Which quickly he more glorioſly diſplays : 
So theſe vile hands in their Revenge are poor 3 
In murthering Him, their Cauſe they murther more. 
Hells Agents do but haſten him Heaven's way, 
And Pow'rs of darkneſs antedate his day. 
In vain, in vain, 1s all their curſed ſpight : 
He ſtill /arvives in Fields of bliſsful light, 
And with a pitying ſmile from thence looks down, 
Ennobled with a Aartyrs brighter Crown 3 
Whilſt at th' Interment of his ſlumbering Clay, 
A weeping Nation (hall juſt Honours pay. 
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